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THE POPE MD HIS PATEON. 



SCENE L 

Time. The 2nd of May, 1862. 
The Pope's bedroom in the Vatican. The Pope m bed. 

Enter Chambei^^n. 

Cham. Look sharp, your Holiness I 'tis nearly two, 
The hour at which the Cardinal is due : 
And, as I hope my sinful soul to save. 
His Eminence the strictest orders gave 
That, when the day proved moderately fine, 
You should be up and dressed by half-past nine, 
So, if he finds you still in bed, I 'd rather 
Be in my shoes than yours, most holy father. 



2 THE POPE AND 

Enter Antoxelli. The Pope hides hU head under the bedclothes, 
Anton. Degenerate son of Gregory the Great I 
Is this a season fit for slumbers late ? 
Now when the foes of heaven are watching round. 
With fell intent to spoil the holy ground ! 
Now when the wolf is prowling nigh the fold ! 
Besides, your chocolate is growing cold. 
The golden beams of noon already crown 
The towers and domes of this imperial town, 
Which CflBsar found of brick and left of marble. 
Unless biographers the story garble. 
Each English lady, bless their pretty faces. 
With Murray folded down in twenty places. 
To Spillmann's rushes for her midday bun, 
And seeks awhile some shelter from the sun : 
And, as she lays aside her light mantilla, 
Boasts that she 's seen two studios and a villa. 
Three painted tombs, a palace, and a church. 
So, lest the world should leave you in the lurch, 
I feel myself compelled, with great compunction. 
To give your Holiness the rite of unction. 

[Administers cold pig. The Pope emergi 



HI^ PATRON. ^ 

Pope. Qb dear I oh dear ! oh dear I of what avail is 
The title of Vicarius Greneralis ? 
What though I be the number of the Beast ? 
Must I be ridden by a mongrel priest ? 
Although the heretics are not indeed 
About the beast's identity agreed. 
Some say it 's me, while others clearly show it 
To be the Eeverend Professor Jowett. 
But, if my inner consciousness is true. 
And I 'm infallible, the Beast is you. 
What have I done that I deserve this pest ? 
Of all the former popes I 'm far the best. 
I never robbed my subjects of a dollar. 
Nor forged a will, nor wore a paper collar ; 
I never overeat myself at supper ; 
I never read a line of Martin Tupper. 
The Cardinal shall find he 's gone too far. 
The time has come to make a coup d'etat. 
[With decision.'] In spite of all your Eminence has said 
I think I '11 take my chocolate in bed. 

Anton. Not so. When schism and heresy are brewing, 
Each true believer should be up and doing. 

B 2 
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Paj)e. Such eeems your creed ; since yon, excuse the 
pun, 
Arn alwayH doing, and I 'm always done, 
liimt. iwt^lvonunith, without wishing to be rude, I 
Am w«»Il awaro you stole two million scudi, 
Atul tru^d to make me think it all would go 
In bribing (^)unt Cavour and Robert Lowe. 
Whiirc^ivH you put it at inviting rates 
In Koyal Danish, and United States; 
Atul purchiiHod shares in divers foreign loans, 
VmUir tho name of Alexander Jones: 
And, whon Uiis year the Yankees paid in paper. 
Ho vexed you seemed, I almost cut a caper. 
At bottom you 're just like your charming brother; 
JIo'h one stock-jobbing rogue, and you're another* 
My turn of better luck will ne'er begin 
Until I 'm rid of you and all your kin. 

Anton. Calumnious high Pontiff, never more 
Shall Antonelli stand before your door. 
So may my soul on waves of torment rock, oh ! 
If I have robbed the state of one bajoccho. 
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Thus are my faithful services requited. 

My sacrifices scorned, my ardour slighted ! 

Unsought, uncalled for, in your sorest need, 

I hastened to your help, a friend indeed ; 

Abandoned freely, only you to please. 

Obscurity, and poverty, and ease ; 

And, with complete forgetfulness of self. 

Accepted rank, and influence, and pelf. 

Farewell, farewell for ever ! Yet I pray 

You may not live to see the fated day 

When your inheritance, so fair and holy, 

Is rudely seized by Baron Eicasoli ; 

When Culling Eardley, as he surely will, 

Holds a May-meeting on the Pincian Hill ; 

When, summoned from his Knightsbridge home afar, 

Comes Westerton, all panting for the war. 

To stand as joint churchwarden for St. Peter's, 

And introduce the choicest Low-Church metres. 

In that dread hour of shame and woe, I tell 'ee. 

You '11 own the worth of priceless Antonelli. 

l^Goes outy slamming the door behind him. 
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l^opt^. Priotile88 1 I Dever knew a price so small 
Thut wimhl not buy you, worth, and lies, and all. 
Vim 'ro |(t»no at hist, but well I know with pain 
Tlml In ttni niinutos you '11 be here again. 
Ilnwnvor, Ninoo the Cardinal has fled, 
ThiM nuirnInK, <^^ ^^ treat, I'll shave in bed. 
Iliinu nn^ my ruKor, and my brush and comb, 
AimI Int Uio portors know I 'm not at home: 
llul, If thti Krt»noh ambassador should come, 
Hny I hat I 'vo got a whitlow on my thumb. 

ILathers hU^ 

Thti OttnllniU In terribly annoyed 

ll(HiH.nMt) I \\m tlio Euxesis of Lloyd. 

Hi* «ay« wo (ly in Providence's face 

Whuiuivor nnw inventions we embrace. 

Vnt H\irti, if innovation is a crime, 

I *ni thtJ nu)Ht guiltless monarch of my time : 

Though in his recent efforts to retard 

Th King of Prussia runs me precious hai-d. 

Enter Chamberlain. 
Cham, His Eminence has just returned in state. 
Won't be refused, and bids his carriage wait. 
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The King is with him, but perhaps 'twere best 
T^o keep them till your Holiness is dressed. 

Ppjpe. No, show them up at once. I 'm fej from proud. 
-Although you 'd better not admit OiQ crowd. 

[Exit Chambeblain. 

There certainly is something which entrances 
In the appearance of the younger Francis. 
Such manly frankness I such a native grace ! 
And such an open and attractive face I 
How could his subjects ever leave his banners ? 
And then his winning, free, engaging manners ! 
I love the youth. He 's got his father's brow. 
Ah me ! you seldom see such young men now. 
He never quotes De Tocqueville, never prates 
About the duties rulers owe to states ; 
He never read a line of Stuart Mill — 
I 'II leave him something handsome in my will. 

Enter Ex-King of Naples and Antonelli. 

O son of Bomba, if you want my blessing, 

You '11 have to wait until I 've finished dressing. 
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Unless indeed you choose to be contented 
With what I say when Scotchmen are presented. 
Their Presbyterian scruples to disarm : 
" An old man's blessing will not do you harm." 
In fact, I doubt if they 'd be much the worse 
For the infliction of an old man's curse. 
Victor at least, confound his tumed-up nose. 
The more I curse him ever heartier grows ; 
And many summers yet he '11 live to vex ye, 

If Satan keep him free from apoplexy. 

They say his neck is very short. 

King. The wretch, it 

Would give me infinite delight to stretch it. 

0, what an endless catalogue of woes 

Have all resulted from that tumed-up nose ! 

I 've lately had a most unpleasant tussle 

With that impracticable Odo Russell. 

I asked him, unofficially of course. 

Whether, supposing France used open force. 

The English were disposed* to guarantee me. 

To which he answered simply that they 'd see me - 
Pojpe. They 'd see you what ? 



KiTig. I hardly like to say — 

They 'd see me travel first the downward way. 

Pope. Such conduct certainly was far from kind. 

Kvng. If that was all, I really should not mind ; 
But Tuesday last, while riding out, I met 
On the Flaminian Monsieur Lavalette ; 
Who, when I begged a little aid from France, 
Eemained some minutes buried in a trance. 
And then replied he would not quite refuse. 
But gave me perfect liberty to choose 
Whether I 'd take it now at once, or stay 
Till I could get it. Then he rode away ; 
And yesterday, when passing Groyon's staflF, 
I most distinctly heard the general laugh. 

Pope. Does then Napoleon our entreaties scorn ? 
I 'm now convinced that he 's the little horn. 
Though there are times when more inclined I am 
To think that prophecy refers to Pam. 
I see in these interminable trials 
The pouring out of all the seven vials ; 
For who can doubt the loss of the legations 
Was clearly shadowed forth in Eevelations ? 



10 THE POPE AND 

nmy your Naintod ure look kindly down, 
V\m\ tho drooping fortunes of his crown; 
Vn\U' ulro, Itnlla's joy, Sicilia's pride ; 
Who HriVr hi« Hubjecta grieved, but when he died. 

A M/f*M, That liwt expression, by St. Jerome's cope, 
HrnntuiU ino of u noutiment in Pope. 

/*i</»f*i I oau *t rtHNiU it, but, if so it be, 
*T in plain ho u\u»t have borrowed it from me. 

Hoiumnbm* tho virtues of Bomba the blest,* 
Tlumj^h tho dnya of our father are o'er; 

'rinHij(h hwt. to Hologna, and gone to his rest, 
Ho n^turuH to TaUmno no more. 



* Uomon\l)pr t!\o jrloHw of Briwi the brave, 

Though the dnp of our horo are o'er; 
Tl\o\tgh lost to Mououia, and cold in the grave, 

Ho rottmii to Kinkom no more. 
That star of the field, which so often hath poured 

Its boams on the battlo, is sot, 
But enough of its glory remains on each sword 

To light \i» to victory yet 
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The love^ which established the rack and hot coals 

In the dungeons of Naples, is set. 
But enough of its spirit remains in our souls 

To make us the thumbscrews regret. 

Bologna ! When Pio determined the grant 
Of tithes to thy convents so fair, 



Mononia I When nature embellished the tint 

Of thy fields, and thy mountains so fair, 
Did she ever intend that a tyrant should plant 

The footstep of slavery there ? 
No ! Freedom, whose smile we shall never resign, 

Gro, tell our invaders, the Danes, 
That 'tis sweeter to bleed for an age at thy shrine 

Than to sleep for a moment in chains. 

Forget not our wounded companions who stood 

In the day of distress at our side. 
While the moss of the valley grew red with their blood 

They stirred not, but conquered and died. 
That sun, which now blesses our arms with its light. 

Saw them fall upon Ossory's plain ; 
Oh ! let him not blush, when he leaves us to-night. 

To find that they fell there in vain. 
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Did he ever intend that Piedmont should plant 

The footstep of liberty there ? 
Religion, whose chain we should never resign, 

Cro tell our invaders to note. 
That 't is sweeter each day to confess at thy shrine 

Than to publish, and canvass, and vote. 

Forget not our prudent companions who ran 

In the day of distress from our side ! 
As soon as they saw the red shirts in the van 

Their legs they right lustily plied. 
Their king, as he struqk the last blow for his home. 

Saw them fly on Calabria's plain ; 
Oh let them not blush when he meets them at Eom 

Surviving to combat again. 

King. Yes 'tis a painful truth I can 't gainsay 
That all Italian soldiers in my pay. 
Though a most gallant and devoted band. 
Can never be induced 'neath fire to stand. 
They often tell me that they had from boys 
A strong aversion to a jsudden noise ; 
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So, at the first explosion of a gun, 
An overwhelming impulse makes them run. 
But Graribaldi's men have coarser nerves. 
Which in the place of genuine coiurage serves. 
But, father, your Hibernian lads in green 
Have no such good excuse their flight to screen ; 
For most of them, their enemies allege. 
Have shot at landlords from behind a hedge : 
So that their weakness springs from native fear, 
And not a morbid tenderness of ear. 

Sings — 

The Irish boy from the wars has gone* ; 

AU out of breath you '11 find him ; 
He 's run some five miles, ofi" and on. 

And his gun has flung behind him. 
** Holy Rome," said the warrior stout, 

** Will need her brave defender ; 



The minstrel-boy to the wars has gone ; 

In the ranks of death you '11 find liim. 
His father's sword he has girded on, 

And his wild harp slung behind him, &c. 
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So while my legs and wind bold out 
1 11 stoop to no surrender." 

They took the boy, but the foeman's yoke 

Could not bring his proud soul under. 
Full many a valiant word he spoke, 

And cursed and swore like thunder : 
Exclaiming, **Faix, I know full well 

They '11 give me an ovation. 
When I return my deeds to tell 

To our illustrious nation." 

Ardon. Oh stop this trifling, in the name of grace, 
And look our sad position in the face. 
In every quarter thickening perils loom, 
Eesistless ruin, and impending doom. 
Our chief protector, if the truth be told. 
Plays fast and loose, and blows both hot and cold. 
So stout a Catholic he lately grew. 
He seemed to plan a St. Bartholomew ; 
But then he turned him, like the wife of Lot, 
And blossomed forth a full-blown Huguenot. 
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At mass, instead of mumbling creeds and paters. 

He plans designs for military gaiters. 

He 's no more faith than heretics or Turks, 

Ajid all his thoughts are bent on public works. 

On piercing boulevards, and in pulling down 

The last few remnants of his fine old town. 

And, with an eye to possible emeutes. 

Macadamising all the central routes. 

rhere won't remsdn, poor Louis Blanc's afraid, 

Materials for a single barricade. 

In England Wiseman, with his schemes so clever. 
Has done our business, as I fear, for ever. 
The Times and Punch, the Star and Daily News, 
The London and the Saturday Eeviews, 
And all the leading journals of the day. 
Without disguise are in Batazzi's pay. 
Whereas our cause gains little, I confess. 
From its consistent advocate, the Press ; 
Although I think that something might be done 
To buy the chief contributor to Fun. 
The Eecord 's still the best of all our friends 
Because on us its rancour it expends. 
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Though Ireland 's staunch, yet her attention 's alway 
Fixed on the question of the grant to Galway; 
Her chieftain, as my correspondents write. 
Is vexed at finding nobody to fight ; 
And, when he sent his friend, he hardly reckoned 
That Palmerston would choose to act as second. 

The Spanish government just now is poor 
From having taken an expensive moor. 
Moor-shooting, too, is quite another thing 
From hitting red-legged Zouaves on the wing. 
Unless you knock them over as they rise 
They 're plaguy apt to peck you in the eyes. 

Poor Austria, they say, is palsied quite 
With impecuniosity and fright* 
If Garibaldi, with a red shirt on. 
Once got to Pesth, all Hungary is gone* 
They lately stopped a cargo from the Mersey 
Because the boatswain wore a scarlet jersey. 
In fact, whatever part I cast my eyes on. 
No gleam lights up the menacing horizon. 

A noise is heard in the passage. Enter Chamberlain. 

Cham. So please your Holiness an Irish gent — 
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Pope. Oh, send him off at once. 

Cham. He won't be sent. 

He says he comes through loyalty and love 
With a divine commission from above. 

Pope. Well show him in, and let us hear his story. 

Enter Gallagher. 

GaU. Heaven send your Holiness long life and glory ! 
And, father, first of all, I humbly beg. 
From underneath the bedclothes thrust your leg. 
Thus to your sacred toe me lips I '11 glue 
Widout the intervention of a shoe. 

[That operation having been successfully perforniedy 
Gallaghek proceeds. 

It has been stated by the great Maguire 
With all his wonted eloquence and fire 
That Irish Catholics, as record show. 
To thim mendacious Liberals nothing owe. 
Our unassisted efforts won the day 
Widout the help of Kussell, Wood, or Grrey. 
And, to support this patriotic boast, 
I heard an Orangeman propose a toavst, 
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(It 's thrue the blackgyaxd called himself a Tory, 
Rut shure that don't invalidate the story :) 
" May Satan stuff his premier Antonelli 
Within his spiritual father's belly ; 
Then shut them down in Tartarus, and lock it, 
And put the key in Doctor Cumming's pocket ! " 

Pope. Dear sir, it surely would not be the worse if 
You made your conversation less discursive. 
Tried your ideas no longer to disjoint. 
And came at once to the important point. 

OaU. Now, father darlin', don't be in a hurry ! 
I 've made a note about it in my Murray. 
Oh, here it is. I 've found you out a man 
Who '11 surely save you, if be saved you can. 
'T is Mister Disraeli. I 've great faith in 
That versatile and most accomplished haythin : 
For he 's a mighty spaker, and they say. 
He once composed a pome called Vivian Gray. 
To tell the truth, my turn for books is small, 
In fact I never read at all at all ; 
Except when once I heard a course of sermons 
About the theories of modern Germans. 
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Pope sings. 

Most surely grace 

Has found no place 
Within the heart of Boney ; 

And tho' he 's stout, 

Beyond a doubt 
All 's up with Chiavone. 

The Irish lot 

Are touched with rot, 
Like their potatoes mealy ; 

'T is clearly best 

Our hopes to rest 
On Mister Disraeli. 

Antonelli sings. 

For tho' he tried 

The other side 
At times not very distant ; 

Yet recollect 

You can't expect 
That he should be consistent. 

C 2 
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I well recall 

With how much gall 
llo turned against poor Peel. I 

Should never pin 

My fortunes in 
The faith of Disraeli. 

Pope sings. 

Eternal shame 

Will cloud the fame 
Of (Hadfltone, as he goes out; 

Aud Pam will curse 

His fate averse, 
Wluni Dizzy puts his nose out. 

We'll take an oath 

To bind us both 
In sorrow and in weal. I 

Believe and hope 

That none can cope 
With Mister Disraeli. 



SCENE II. 

Ti?ne, The 8th of May, 1862. 
One of the Befreahnent Rooms in the Great Exhibition. 

Enter Mb. Diskaeli, with a Handbook to the Fine Arts Collection, 

Die. Confound his impudence ! I cannot say 
How little I Ve enjoyed myself to-day. 
I positively shudder when I look 
Within the pages of this crimson book. 
For all that once seemed lovely, graceful, chaste, 
Is shown to be in execrable taste. 
I once thought Gibson charming, and, indeed. 
Admired the " cold vacuity " of Theed. 
But one, I find, is lifeless, tame, and vile ; 
The other in the "dull spasmodic " style. 



22 THE POPE AND 

On reading further on, I learn with pain 

That Baron Marochetti tries in vain 

" Like other men of similar pretensions 

To pufif and hlow himself to Bull dimensions." 

I 'm sure that Woolner, who 's r^^ed and modest. 

Although his fellow-lodger 's of the oddest. 

Must blush at eulogy so coarse and stupid. 

And own there 's something in the tinted Cupid. 

For what 's the value of a critic's butter 

Who calls Theed's drapery a " foolish flutter ? " 

What with chagrin and heat, I 'm almost done. 

[Sits dovm at a table. 

Here waiter 1 garjon I lamb and mint for one ! 

Waiter. Why, what a lavish order I Bless your eyes 
We 've only stale Bath buns and mutton-pies. 

Die. Then let me have a fork, and half a loaf. I 
Will get some onions from the pickle-trophy. 

[ Waiter hands two pieces of bread. 

Wait Fivepence : that 's fourpence for a double ration, 
And then a penny more for " information." 

Dis. These bits seem mighty small, on close inspection. 
'T is like the good old prices of Protection. 
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Bring me a lettuce and some Stilton cheese : 

And what 's your best iced drink ? 

Wait A " Ladies' Squeeze." 

Lis. Gladstone, I guess, would give a loud gufifaw 

To see me sucking Squeezes through a straw ! 

[^Sticks. 

Ugh I What a beastly mixture ! Waiter, there! 
Your masters hardly seem to be aware 
That poisoning and robbery are crimes. 
I '11 write a plaintive letter to the Times. 

Enter Gallaghek. 

Gall. Two half-crowns gone: the only coins I had ! 
My comfort is that one of them was bad. 
Just as I fondly hoped to pass the stile 
As an exhibitor from Erin's isle. 
Thanks to my ill-starred and mysterious fate. 
Sir Eichard Mayne himself approached the gate, 
And said that I had nothing to exhibit 
Except my handsome person on a gibbet. 
I '11 leave the building by another door. 
Because I 've seen Sir Eichard Mayne before ; 
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And, from what then occurred, henceforth I 'd fain 
800 very little of Sir Richard Mayne. 

\^Oh8erv€s Mr. Disra 

There sits my man. This matter needs some tact. 
How can I his attention best attract? 
Oil lienjamin, prepare to hear the history 
Of tlie solution of the Asian mystery! 

/>/«• \I)i the toTie of injured dignity.'] Pray donH; ac( 
me, sir, but onward pass. 
I ft^ar you *re one of that uncivil class 
Who * sarcasm think and petulance the same, 
And idle insolence invective name. 

Gall, With patience wait while tidings I disclose 
Of joy to you and terror for your foes. 
Near Castlebar, on consecrated ground. 
An ancient prophecy was lately found 
Which, on examining the paper-mark. 
Appears to be co-eval with the ark. 

♦ "But let me tell the right honourable baronet the mei 
for Halifax, that petulance is not sarcasm, and insolence is 
invective." — Extract from Mr, DisraeWs speech on the Btidgi 
1852. 
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" When the wolf and the crow 
Shall meet in the wood 
The bee and his friends 
Will come to no good." 

Which means that if with Northcote you unite 
The ministerial ranks will yield the fight. 

Dis. But why is Pam a bee ? 

Gcdl. 'T is clear as air. 

Because he boldly stung the Eussian bear 
Who 'd thrust his muzzle in the Turkish hive. 
So that he hardly reached his den alive. 

Dis. And why's the wolf Sir Stafford ? 

GaXl. Gracious heaven ! 

The wolf existed formerly in Devon, 
And he 's a Devon baronet, you know. 

Dis. But what have I in common with a crow ? 

Gall. Such importunity is out of season. 
It really is your turn to find a reason. 

Dis. Yes, you've convinced me now. I'll draw my 
blade 
This very night : and yet I 'm half afraid. 
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Wounds still unhealed my energy retard. 
The Whig debaters hit uncommon hard. 
When first I office took in ' fifty-two, 
Olympian Gladstone beat me black and blue ; 
And, when in ' fifty-nine they made us pack. 
The late Lord Herbert beat me blue and black. 
Unless I find a grievance that holds water, 
Those veteran pugilists will give no quarter. 
I 'm quite pursuaded, on mature reflection. 
That nothing may be hoped for from Protection ; 
And now that Russell 's made a peer, a storm 
No longer can be raised about Reform. 

Gall. Pray let me make a practical suggestion. 

You best had work the great Italian Question. 

The fervent and united Irish party 

Will give support unanimous and hearty. 

O'Reilly, Bowyer, the O'Connor Don 

Will cover your retreat, or cheer you on ; 

And whoso dares your arguments to doubt 

The hot O'Donoghue shall call him out. 

Bis. You 're right. King Victor's late encroachmer 
border 

On licence, and anarchical disorder ; 
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And, though young Bomba's sulky, I '11 agiee 

One takes some interest in Mrs. B. 

"What if, when still a curly jobless boy, 

I made Italian liberties my joy ; 

And as my province, in an early book. 

The Revolutionary Epic took ? 

What if I saw within the future loom 

Imperial Austria's approaching doom ; 

And* prophesied, as only poet can. 

Napoleon's entry into freed Milan ? 

But, as Sir StaflFord speaks this very night, 

I '11 hurry homewards my discourse to write. 

I fortunately keep myself supplied 

With draughts of speeches fit for either side. 

One 's never sure, amidst the varied strife 

And exigencies of a statesman's life, 

How soon one may be called on to pursue 

A course repugnant to one's present view. 

I only need compose a peroration 

On the financial burdens of the nation ; 



Fact. 
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Then add a preface, and, where'er *t is best^ 

Insert a casual impromptu jest. 

Boon all who love the Old Religion's cause. 

And all the friends of order and the laws 

From fair Ancona to Palermo's bay 

Will laud the hero of the eighth of May. 

In case you find you 've something more to state 

I 'm always to be found at Grosvenor gate. 

Gallagher sings. 
The eighth of May I the eighth of May 
Shall be Religion's brightest day ; 
For what though eves and saint's-days few 
May vie with Saint Bartholomew ? 
That splendour soon will fade away 
Before the glorious eighth of May. 

Some future bishop of Toulouse 
Shall bid his wavering people choose 
Whether to rouse the Church's ire, 
The rack to dare, to brave the fire. 
Or his injunctions to obey. 
And celebrate the eighth of May. 
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Wreathe, wreathe with light St. Peter's dome ! 
With banners deck the streets of Eome ! 
On glad Messina's castled height 
Hang out the Bourbon banner white ! 
Let prince, and priest, and spy be gay 
On that auspicious eighth of May. 

Along the nave, that sacred mom, 
Shall shoulder-high the Pope be borne, 
When holy Eome's adopted son 
His first and noblest triumph won ; 
St. Benjamin of England's day. 
The ever-blessed eighth of May ! 



SCENE III. 

Tlie name evenuig in the Home of Commons. At the moment the 
Hcene opens Me. Gladstone is sitting doicn amidst loud and con- 
tinued cheering. 

Speaker soKloquisas. 

Since Mr. Grladstone has discharged his gun, 
The business of the House is almost done. 
Unless the Drainage Bill provokes a fight, 
I hope to get to bed betimes to-night. 
But, from what past experiences teach, 
I fear that Dizzy means to make a speech ; 
For, on the eve of any grand display, 
He twists his legs in that uneasy way. 

[Mv. DiSBAELi rises. 
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Dis. If Mr. Grladstone chance to think I mean to come 

it strong 
About his speech at Manchester — then Mr. Gladstone's 

wr6ng. 
I don't object if all the north desert their looms and 

furrows 
To hear that gentleman lament the loss of rotten boroughs. 
And, though he dared the principles of government to 

waive. 
And on the ticklish subject of Financial measures gave 
Expression to opinions which I highly disapprove, 
His statement of this evening will all prejudice remove. 
He tried to pay the Russian war on annual means and 

ways, sir, 
A doctrine which has fructified, to use a modem phrase^ 

sir. 
But, when Annuities fell in, if I can rightly scan 'em. 
To that unprecedented sum two million pounds per annum, 
Instead of using any part to pay Exchequer bonds 
He fell to making " ducks and drakes " on all the Treasury 

ponds ; 
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-^nd now, like old Joe in the song, comes knocking at the 

door 
A^ith just a little trifling bill of millions twenty-four. 
But of the country's grievances by no means yet the chief 

is it. 
Per now we have the prospect of a third alarming deficit : 
And, when upon the nation's purse he makes another call, 
All on the landed interest the income-tax will fall. 
And then, to calm our anxious fears, as if that word would 

mend it, sure. 
He used the term indefinite " exceptional expenditure : " 
Which is a most convenient mode of reasoning Socratical, 
Though very far from sound when tried by maxims ma- 
thematical. 
For just observe. If England arms for motives of defence. 
The Devil's Own and Channel Fleet are no such great 

expense. 

[Cheers. 

Again, she can 't be said to arm with purpose of aggression, 
Because of all she can desire the country 's in possession. 
One cause for bloated armaments alone can now remain, 
In European councils our influence to maintain. 

D 
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He gives, instead of telling what the treaty with the FrenA | ^^ 

meant, 
The vaguest declamation on the subject of retrenchment 
lie says he passed that treaty in defiance of our sedaon, 
Forgetting that we never were in favour of Protection. 

[^Deep groans from several old County memben. 

And yet this " cordial union " must form a feeble tie, 
liecause we 're always told to arm against our firm ally. 
'T is certain that the councils of the European powers 
Are now consisting solely of Napoleon's and ours, 
Siuco other states are passing through a phase of recon- 
struction, 
Wliich gives a fair occasion for a tangible reduction. 
And yet the noble lord himself takes every opportunity, 
Upon the doubtful question of so-called Italian unity, 
To treat our friend and neighbour with a lesson of dic- 
tation, 
A course which must necessitate additional taxation. 
Now why should we incur expense, and odium, and 

trouble 
About a cause Lord Clarendon declared to be a bubble ? 
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\ noble lord, who 's not without his weaknesses, no doubt, 
But never made a worse mistake than when he turned us out, 

[Laughter, 

Ere he in his official seat grew virtually warm 

Considered it his duty young Bomba to inform 

(An act which tended in his cause for ever to engage us) 

That Garibaldi planned a deed illegal as outrageous. 

If such was once our policy it surely is a pity 

That now we will not, like the French, encourage the 

bandittL 

[^Qroam, 

I pray we soon may see an end of these unhappy scenes 
Without the need of moral aid in shape of horse-marines. 
[The honourable gentleman sucks an orange. 

Now to the question of the Pope we Ve come by easy 
stages: 
A point which should not be discussed as in the middle 

ages. 
The interests of Kome herself, her fruitless aspirations. 
Her freedom, and her happiness, are small considerations. 

[General 7)mrmurs, 

D 2 
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But though, if every Boman's hanged, to ns it's all ike 

same, 
The independence of the Pope is England's dearest aim. 

[Gram, 

For if he makes his home within the French or Austrian 

coast 
Ilis spiritual influence will aggrandise his host. 
The French know well we much prefer to have the Pope 

at Home, 
Than resident au quatrUme upon the Place Vendome : 
And thoy again would sadly chafe to see him cast his 

anchor 
At Brussels or at Ratisbon, at Linze or Salamanca. 

[Hear ! Hear ! from Sib G. Bowtsb. 

Although the subject of the Pope is one that of all others 
Should lead Napoleon and us to feel and act as brothers. 
The members of the Cabinet, mere slaves to Whig 

tradition. 
Maintain his policy to spring from personal ambition ; 
Whereas the world are all agreed that, in the truest sense. 
The Roman occupation was an act of self-deface. 

[Oh! oh! from both sides of the Houas, 
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It clearly is our game to do just what Napoleon chooses. 
For no result can be obtained if only he refuses. 
And now, sir, you'll allow me to remind you, in conclusion, 

[Loud cheers. 

That since invasion of our coasts is absolute illusion. 
And since there 's no material point which England hopes 

to gain. 
Save on the mind of Christendom her influence to 

maintain. 
As other Powers, except us two, are clearly all my eye. 
It ends that we are armed against our cordial ally. 

Lord Eussell preaches by the hour 

The exercise of moral power ; 

Which boasted moral power consists 

In trebled fleets, and doubled fists. 

In armaments for time of peace. 

In victualling the Isles of Greece, 

In freaks of murderous invention. 

And in Sir William Armstrong's pension. 

Yet, though I see a fatal error 

In moral power, or rather terror. 
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I do not think the country's robbed in 
The manner thought by Mr. Cobden. 
The House of Commons should enforce 
The middle and the golden course. 
A system of conciliation 
Removed from cringing or dictation 
Would touch the heart of France's chief. 
And give our taxpayers relief. 

\_Sits dmm amidst hud cheers. 

Cord PalmeTston. I almost doubt if there exists a more 

entrancing sight 
Than when a lazy Hercules exerts his latent might. 
His chest thrown out, his sinews braced, his muscles all 

in tension, 

Like Canu the wrestling champion, to whom I gave a 

pension. 

[ CTieers tmd laughter, 

\ow th^ ti|;fet honourable gent resembles nothing more 
T*h?mvolnnt?eei« who after drill, on coming near their door. 
«St- M; tix^Tr mwskets in the air, to the excessive fear 
.' - -,e ->Mt, *>nilkv w"^^ happens to be near. 

ILauffhtet' mid cheers. 
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Perhaps the world in general could hardly have survived 

If of the knowledge of his thoughts on Italy deprived. 

\^Laughter, 

Then the right honourable gent proceeded to review 

Each feature of the policy we 've chosen to pursue. 

But, though our efforts did not seem to meet his approba- 
tion. 

This exposition of his views stopped short at mere negation. 

He dexterously threw ground bait in many different 
quarters, 

As if with the intention soon to fish in troubled waters. 

He dressed a fly to catch Maguire, and very quickly lined 
him, 

And next let off some squibs to please the squires who sit 
behind him. 

And then a slow enticing ball he delicately lobbed in, 

And gave a chance of making scores to all the friends of 
Cobden. 

But, though of compliments he paid a string, or rather 
rope, sir, 

The Treasury bench remained alone beyond the pale of 

hope, sir. 

[iMugkter, 
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Next with a recent convert's zeal, this new-made quaker 
gloated 

Upon the present armaments, which he denounced as 
'' bloated." 

He likewise most severely blamed the flagrant impropriety 

Of making new destructive arms to kill and wound society. 

But, when he talked of armaments, he threw a fatal quoit 
which 

Hit the right honourable John who's sent to us from 
Droitwich. 

That worthy Tory put the fleet in course of reconstruction, 

And introduced and patronised these weapons of destruc- 
tion. 

[ Cheers and counter'-cheen. 

He 's most of all inclined to quarrel 

Because he says our power is moral ; 

But, seeing he desires to save all. 

He will not let our power be naval ; 

And, lest the French should take alarm, he 

Declares we must reduce the army. 

In fact it is not very plain 

What sort of power will soon remain 
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To guarantee Britannia's laurel 
Excepting that men call immoraL 

[Cheers and hitghter. 

He next discovers that we are in permanent defiance 

Towards France, with whom we still profess a cordial 
alliance. 

Well, I conclude he learns this fact to government un- 
known 

Through diplomatic agents who report to him alone. 

His counsel is : " Stand well with France. There 's nothing 
like the blouses. 

With France you may direct the world precisely as — 
France chooses. 

Have no opinion of your own. For what can be more 
jolly, see. 

Than one consistent uniform Napoleonic policy ? " 

\_LaugMer and cheers. 

He says that we incur the charge of shameful vacillation 
Because we Ve changed our mind about the Great Italian 
Nation. 
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When Francis still was on the throne, and talking of re-. Bj 
form, ■) 

We wished not to disturb the calm, and conjore up i 
storm. 

But when young Bomba, to the joy of all his subject 
millions. 

Was routed by one scarlet shirt, and five or six civilians; 

When Garibaldi entered in a first-class railway carriage^ 

And with his brave right hand dissolved that most ill- 
omened marriage 

Between fair Naples and her king, imposed on her by 
force, 

Should England, think you, be the last to sanction the 

divorce ? 

\Loud cheerwg. 

You talk of " nationalities," and for the tenth time dish 

up 
The miserable old wives' tales of Mr. Henry Bishop. 
You dare to say without a blush that England's dearest 

aim 
Is (shades of Milton and of Fox !) to see poor Pio claim 
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is boasted independence 'midst the European powers, 
ay all such independence be far from us and ours ! 

[7%c nohh lord accompanied the word ^independence " with a 
gesture which drew dovm enthtmastic cheering from both 
sides of the Home, 

But no concern or care you know 
For freedom's agonizing throe ; 
For chained Italia's countless tears 
Shed through the long and bitter years ; 
For those whose blood her charter signed. 
Who drooped in bonds, in exile pined ; 
For those who died, but not in vain. 
On many a slope, and many a plain ; 
For those who drove the hireling ranks 
Down swift Volturno's vine-clad banks ; 
For that great chief whose guiding hand 
Still points in death the Promised Land. 
You cannot feel, you will not see 
That England loves the brave and free, 
And sets your carping opposition 
Down to a factious vain ambition. 

[ Takes his seat amidst loud and unanimous cheers. 
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Chorm of CoMervaHve members. 

No true Conservative will shrink 
From giving his adherence hearty 

To whatsoe'er his leaders think 
Conducive to the ends of party. 

To almost any lengths we '11 go. 

But Pio Nono ! No, no, no 1 

No true Conservative will dare 
To push his pet idea or notion. 

We hold our conscience free as air 
To stand by Mr, Stansfield's motion. 

We 'd vote against the code of Lowe* 

But Pio Nono! No, no, no I 

No true Conservative will do 

What Englishmen must blush to own. 

If Dizzy means to push it through, 
The lobby he must seek alone. 

The ministry perhaps may crow. 

But Pio Nono I No, no, no ! 

[The House breaks up. The member. 



SIS PATRON. 45 

Mb. Disaaem solus, 
Alas, alas ! I Ve been, and gone, and done it. 
I dared the fight, and Palmerston has won it. 
Did ever politician fall so low 
By such a useless self-inflicted blow ? 
E 'en Comewall Lewis dropped a pitjdng tear. 
And gentle generous Grey forbore to sneer. 
Milnes, gaily smiling, bade the House farewell, 
And Horsman laughed when Disraeli fell. 

Enter Housemaid, She tries to drive him out with her broom. 

Nay, leave me, I beseech you, tender wench ! 
This night I '11 sleep upon the Treasury bench. 

[The gaslight fades away, ]Me. Diseaeli fdUs adeep. The 
spirits of pad statesmen appear to soft music f and revisit 
their ancient haunts. The spirit of Mr, Pitt walks stiffly 
by witJumt bowing, which causes evident annoyance, es- 
pecially to a Scotch spirit, who looks as if he had dnmk 
a great deal of port, and had been suspected of misappro- 
priation of the public money. On perceiving Mr. Diseaeli 
the spirits make gestures of surprise, and vanish. 
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SCENE IV. 

The lUh of May, 

PoPE^s CouncU-chamber, The Pope addresses the assembled 
Cardinals, 

As all the world has frequently been told, 

A general council I 'm about to hold, 

To add the name of Saint to certain martyrs 

Slain by the Japanese and Mongol Tartars. 

Twice thirty cardinals appear in state ; 

Of bishops hundreds three, and twenty-eight 

That 's sixteen score and seven closely sheared. 

And one Armenian bishop with a beard. 

Although the list of saints is almost full, 

I purpose soon to propagate a bull 
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Enlisting one whose name is sure to charm ye 
To swell the numbers of the holy army. 
On Thursday, for Eeligion's cause, 
In sainted Stephen's cushioned hall. 
Beneath the British lion's paws 
Did Mr. Disraeli fall, 
Crushed by the wiles and jokes of Pam, 
Whom for this deed I duly damn. 
Thrice blest be he who freely gave 
His fair repute the Church to save. 
And dared his influence to barter 
Against the sacred name of Martyr ! 

The Cabdinals stng^ Aitconelli leading. 
In full-toned concert raise 

Ad usque aram coeli 
The never-dying praise 

Of martyred Disraeli. 

No brighter splendour can 
To those true saints attach 

Who found in far Japan 
A " happier despatch " 
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Than he, who like a lamb 
On just St. Stephen's floor 

Pierced by the dart of Pam 
Sank down to rise no more. 

Our Holy Father weeps. 

Weeps spotless Bomba's son ; 

But he unconscious sleeps, 
His gallant errand done. 

Abstain throughout that day 
From labour and from sin ; 

The fatal eighth of May, 
The day of Benjamin. 

In full-toned concert raise 

Ad usque aram cceli 
The never-dying praise 

Of martyred Disraeli. 
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